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Realization 


Author's Notes: 
So | watched "Some Kind of Monster" the Metallica movie and the interview/therapy session with Dave and 
Lars really stuck me and caused this little heart breaking peice to come about. | just imagined David standing 


there listening to some of the heart tearing confessions that Dave makes and this was the result. 
Of course | don't own any of the band members because if | did some kind of monster would be xxx, and also | 


stake no claim on any of the spoken content in this story it was literally what they said in the interview and 


that's their words and | don't own those. So now that that's out of the way, enjoy my loves ) 


David Ellefson's POV 


If anyone asked me to tell the complete truth about my thoughts on this they would be ‘why the hell are we 
here? But what | would say would be that this needed to happen. This needed to happen to start the healing 


process of decade old wounds; wounds that if looked at closely were still festering under the surface, and 


those wounds needed to heal. So that's why we're here. 


From the other room | could see the cameras were rolling and they started the interview. | could hear Dave 
and Lars talking with some interjections by some therapist they had hired. Leaning against the door | listened, | 


listened to Dave bare his soul to a guy who was one of the people who hurt him most. 


"Do you have any idea what | went through? | mean people hate me because of you; you know | walk down the 


street and hear some peice of shit yelling ‘Metallica’ And they do that to taunt me." 
But what Dave never heard were the three other people that yelled ‘Megadeth! at the same time. 


There was a lump in my throat when | heard him talk about the last twenty years and everything we created 
like it was nothing. Like we were nothing. The friendship, the brotherhood we made was nothing compared to 


some unforgiving asshole hypocrites. 


| wanted to yell! | wanted to scream; asking him if Metallica meant so much to him, then what are we? What is 
Megadeth to him?! Because to me this band was my own extended family; just like James, and Cliff, and Lars 


were to you. 


It was almost like listening to an abused spouse beg to be heard by a guy who couldn't give two shits about 
them. Taking in a deep breath as quietly as | could | bit down on my lip to hold in the screams that threatened 


to come out. 


"Do | feel some guilt? Yes | do, but at the same time it's difficult for me to comprehend that the only thing 
that you feel when you look back at the last twenty years is rooted in the Metallica thing.’ 


My fists flexed in anger, OF COURSE THEY NEVER UNDERSTOOD! They never had to see the pain and the 
sorrow and the blood and the sweat that Dave went through to be where he is. Not James nor Lars ever had 
to hold him in those early days when he would lash out in hurt wrapped tightly in pure anger. They would 
never get to realize just what a brother they lost, | wanted to point at Lars and scream bullshit he felt guilty. 


But at the same time the moment Metallica beckons Dave goes belly-up for them. 


Swallowing those bitter thoughts | couldn't stop the tears that pricked my eyes hearing the pain in his voice as 
he recalled the day they kicked him out. 


“There was ways to address what was going on with my problem, and who | am sober is totally different from 
who | am drunk; we never gave it a try, we never gave it a chance. Would it have worked? As much as | loved 


being with you guys, l'm sure it would've." 


The pain that was being felt in my heart was manifested in my lip, and though | could taste the metallic 
copper of blood in my mouth from biting my lip so hard, | couldn't bring myself to care. Maybe it would have 


worked if they had given him a second chance, but what about Megadeth? What about the chances we've 
given him and the support we've given every time he stepped into rehab? Do our second and third and fourth 


chances mean nothing compared to Metallica's one second chance? 
If | was at a party and saw someone hit you again I'd break his leg again in a second, that's just my nature-" 


| had to hold back a bitter laugh as Dave recalled breaking some guys leg just because he pushed Lars, and 
the drummer could barely remember it. | remember clear as day the one time Dave belted someone in the 
mouth for me, and | thanked him for it because | knew that he did it out of his love for me; it takes me aback 
that Dave had to explain that he was overprotective to the people he cared about. 


Didn't Metallica know his background? About his abusive father? Abusive stepfather? Didn't they know that 
they were his family and he would stand up for them just as quick as he would have if they were blood 
brothers? Of course they didn't, because they didn't take the time to realize. 


"We played some show and me and you were just sitting there, | think we were smoking some pot and being 
very mellow, and | just remember having this clear vision of being overwhelmed with sadness and emotion 
about what was about to go down literally like eight hours after that. Not saying that in anyway that | was 
not equally responsible for being part of making that decision, but at the same time feeling just an 
overwhelming sadness and guilt." 


If | could punch Lars and get away with it | would. | was seething; how dare he claim he felt guilty when he 
was part of the problem! Digging my fingernails into my palm | forced myself to calm my anger so | could 


hear the rest of what they were saying 


“That there was this really tender side to you that | was really attracted to, or really felt comfortable with 
and | think that that's always been there and | think that's why | sought you out." 


| could feel my heart tremble at those words, blinking away tears | knew that Dave would fall right into those 
sweet words. And it hurt knowing that | could have said the same thing to him, but it wouldn't have been as 
strong, or as effective as when Lars of Metallica said it. 

I'm not mad at you Lars." 

Of course not. 


"And | wish James was here, and | wish Cliff was here." 


Taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly | felt a tear fall down my cheek. Of course you do Dave. We all 
do. 


‘I've been waiting for this day for a long time, and by no means is it done because somebody else very 


important isn't here." 


| couldn't place whether it was James he was talking about or Cliff. 


"Do | wish it was 1982 all over again and you guys woke me up and say ‘Hey Dave you know what, you need to 


go to AA‘? Yeah. I'd give anything for that chance." 


That did it. The dam broke and | couldn't hold my tears anymore. And as my heart leaped into my throat at 
those words | couldn't help but feel cheated. That one sentence confirmed everything | had been afraid of this 
whole time. Everything meant nothing. All the success we've had, all the great times we've had, and even the 


hard times that drew us together and made our bond stronger as a band and as a family.. Meant nothing. 


| could feel my heart break and shatter realizing that if he had the chance, Dave would throw all of it away. 


You know if someone asked me to tell the complete truth about my thoughts on this i would say, "This needed 


to be done, because decade old wounds were mended" But silently | would add ‘and new ones were made: 


